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Liberty Regained, We, 


HE Bard who ſought e'erwhile in ſportivg 
Strains, 


o ſooth the ſad, and cheer deſpairing Swains, 

Now, far from Home, remov'd to diſtant Shores, 

n plaintive Verſe his hapleſs Fate deplores ; 

Of all that's dear bereft, depriv'd, forlorn, | 
rom Parents, Country, Friends, and Fortune torns 


To you, great Cheſterfield, the Muſe wou'd raiſe 
he homeſpun Tribute of her mournful Lays ; 

Y our Preſence bleſt our then moſt happy Iſle, 

And gave our tuneful Bards to ſing e'erwhile : 
orget not yet that once lov'd happy Place, 

But hear the moſt unhappy of her Race ; 

And tho upon thy Time and Counſels wait 

be Strength and Welfare of the Britiſb State; 
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Tet, ey beſt Abe your Mercy lendz 
And greatly to the Friendleſs be a Friend. 


Le Pow'rs Divine, O give my Soul to ſing 
The dreadful Dangers youthful Follies bring; 
And, by my Song, ye Sons of Men be warn'd 
To ſhun the Evils which my Guilt has earn'd: 
He ſtill ſhall tread. unerring Paths, who takes 
The ſure Advice which ſad Experience ſpeaks. 


Firſt then, my Muſe, behold my Infant Days, 
With flow'ry Pleaſures crown'd, and downy Eaſe; 
A little Prince amidſt my Friends I ſhone, 
My Mother's Joy, my Father's darling Son: 
The careful Nurſes round my Cradle wait, 

And fan me gently from the Mid-day Heat : 
"Whene'er my tender Eyes I round me threw, 
My Mother, by her fonder Smiles, I knew; 
«Whoſe ſofter Lap ſuſtain'd me all the Day, 
While on the Silver Couch by Night I lay. 


Thus circling Pleaſures taught my Infant Yea 
To dread no Dangers, and to know no Fears; 
The God of Verſe had touch'd my tender Tongy 
And yet a Child, I aim'd to liſp a Song; 
The liſt' ning Crowds my little Strains admire, 
And cheriſh as I grow the growing Fire. 
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While thus my early Years revolv'd apace, 
I found my Pleaſures with my Lears encreaſe; 
Whatever Art could bring, or Wealth afford, 
Luxurious wanton'd on my plenteous Board : 
The Silken, or the Silver Garb I wore, 
And Art and Induſtry cou'd ſcarce give more z 
While various Pleaſures all my Hours employ'd, 
Still new invented, e'er the old enjoy'd ; 
To hurl the golden Ball aloft in Air, | 
Qr bribe the Fiſhes from the Waters fair : 
To ſhoot the Cock, the Teal, or Pheaſant gay, 
Or teach the docile Hawk to yield his Prey; 
Or when Aurora firſt ſalutes the Morn, 
To wind amidſt the Hills the Huntſman's Horn, 
And o'er the Lawn, bedeck'd with pearly Dew, 
The Hare, the Stag, or wily Fox purſue. 


Nor did thoſe pleaſing Toils of meaner kind, 
Retard th* Improvement of my nobler Mind; 
With ſacred Writ converſant, e'er I knew 
What Path of Life to-ſhun, or what purſue : 
The claſſick Lit'rature I early got, | 
Whatever Rome or elder Athens taught, 

The ſugar'd Sentences of Tully's Tongue, 

And all that Homer, Maro, Flaccus ſung: ' 
Harmonious Bards ! like them could I but ſing, |. 
Pd dread no Clouds conſuming Time cou'd bring. 
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ro Logic's Paths, obſcure, I largely rov'd, 
Which Zeno taught, and greater Lock improv'd. 


The Laws of Nature next my Search engage, 


The copious Subject of great Newton's Page; 


He gave my Soul to diſtant Worlds to riſe, 

And ſearch the Wonders of the ſtarry Skies; 

To trace the ſeeming Journies of the Sun, 

And round the Comet's devious Orbit run; 
To ſee, compar'd with other Worlds, how ſmall 


The vaſt extent of this ſublunar Ball; 

To match th' inferior Elegance below, 7 
Where Kingdoms flouriſh, or where Waters flow; 
With that ſuperiot Elegance above. 


Where, round the Sun, th' obedient Planets move, 
And well ſubjected ta his potent Reign, 
The Paths he points, religiouſly maintain, 


Tho- various Studies thus my Moments dare, 
Immortal Verſe was moſt of all my Care; 


To form my Soul for this, I ſtudied o'er 


The lawrel'd Bards that fung in Days of Lore 
Purſu'd Achilles to King Priam's Gate, 

And read unhappy Troy's finifter Fate; 

With lawleſs Flames the guilty: Paris burn'd, - 
But Gercer Flames th* avenging Gods return'd; 
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Thro' Maro's Epic Strains I fondly ſtray'd, 
And wept the Downfal of the Brian Maid; 
Where great Æneas claims the Name of Good, 
Tho? ſtain'd with hapleſs Dido's guilty Blood; 
The Prince fatigu'd with long inactive Hours, 
Obeys the Mandates of ſuperior Powers, 
Relentleſs quits that hoſpitable Shore, 

Where he obtain'd his ev'ry Wiſh before, | 
With full blown Canvaſs ſkims the Ocean Stream, 
And forfeits preſent Love for future Fame, 


- Or, if to Ovid's weeping Page I turn'd, 
With Ovid, in his Baniſhment I mourn'd; 
But now alas, like his my Numbers flow, 
The hapleſs Plaints of undiſſembl'd Woe; 
Like him a helpleſs Stranger lo I ſtand, 

By adverſe Fate exil'd my Native Land! 

O! cou'd my humbler Muſe like his declarg 
The bitter Pains and Miſ'ries that I bear 
Then wou'd'I work a Miracle below, 

And teach the Strangers Eyes for me to flow; 
Extort Compaſſion from their ſtony Hearts, 


And make them ſympathize with all my Smarts. 


In merry Mood to Flaccus' Page I've turn d. 
And laught with him, as with the other mourh'd ; 
In his bright Songs his lovely Laſſes bloom, 
And ſhine in Britain as they did in Rome. 


While 
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While ſullen Jrvenabꝰs embitter'd Pen, 
With too much Juſtice cuts the Sons of Men. 


In wiſe Lucretius philoſophic Page, 
Much moral Truth I found, with too much Rage; 
Religion too much mock*d, but wrong and right, 
And Vice and Virtue plac'd in proper Light. 


But when I turn'd from lation Bards, to thoſe - 
Who in our Mother Tongue to Glory roſe, 
Old Chancer foremoſt in the Liſt I found, 


With endleſs Fame and blooming Lawrels crown'd; 
His Lawrels flouriſh ſtill, tho* mould'ring Time 


Has marr'd the Beauties of his doggrel Rhime, 
Still ſtrakes of Wit and Humour, here and there, 


Like Sun-beams breaking from a Cloud, appear, 


Majeſtic Million lays a nobler claim, 
His Numbers equal to his lofty Theme : 
Immortal Bard! what Language ſhall I find 
To ſing th* Extent of thy capacious Mind? 
Th' inferior Combats of the Sons of Men, 
Too mean a Subject for thy grander Pen: 
Thy Choice ſublime above the Skies ſo ſoar, 
In Paths untrod by any Muſe before: 
To ſing Jehovah girt with endleſs Day, 


And Heay'ns dread Hoſts embattl'd in Array; 
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The vaſt Creation of the Worlds to tell, 
And boldly ſearch the dark Profound of Hell. 


But lo the Darling of loud Fame appears, 
Amidſt Rebellions, Murders, Tumults, Wars ! | 
Immortal Shakeſpear ſpreads his ſpacious Field, 
Where Art and Learning to great Nature yield ; 
His trump of Fame ſo loud, that Times laſt Date 
The deathleſs Eccho ſhall as loud repeat. 

Great Nature's Maſter! Who like him cou'd make 
The fair One charm, or angry Monarch ſpeak ? 
Who teach the Patriot Tyrants to controul, 

Or paint the Paſſions of the active Soul? 

Methinks the gallant Brutus arm'd I ſee 

With bloody Steel o'er conquer'd Tyranny. 
Methinks I ſee the fierce Othello riſe, 

The jealous Fury mant'ling in his Eyes : 

Or hapleſs Wolſey, once with Greatneſs bleſs'd, 
Beneath the Weight of his own Greatneſs preſs'd ; 
Too late he found that Righteouſneſs alone 
Exceed the Favours of an earthly Throne. 

Thro* Gay I paſs'd, and Spencer's moral Song, 
Pope, Swift, and Dryden, Oldham, Cowley, Young. 


Accompliſh'd thus, I took the Pen in Hand, 
Ambitious mid'ſt the tunefyl Throng to ſtand, 
And on weak Pinions ky tender Flight, 


* WAdvancing lowly up Parnaſſus Height. 
"he | B 


[20 } 


But ſure all Pleaſures by Poſſeſſion. cloys, 
And Man deſpiſes what he long enjoys by | 
Unhappy Man ! whoſe Diſcontent alone, 

Still likes his Neighbour's Lot, and hates his own. 
For tho' with Wealth and ſmiling Plenty bleſs'd, 
Of all a fruitful Land cou'd give, poſſeſs'd, 

Tho mid*ſt an earthly Paradiſe I dwelt, 

And no Extremes but thoſe of Pleaſure felt, 
Yet ſtill my Joys too much confin'd I thought, 
And larger Pleaſures in Eblana ſought. 

Thither full fraught with Innocence I came, 

Alas, with Grief that evil Hour I name; 

For as of old our eldeſt Parents fail'd, 

; Temptations o'er my Virtue ſoon prevail'd ; 

With falſe Allurements pleas'd, I ſoon begin 

To like the golden Pageantry of Sin: 

But &er my Virtue wholly was defac'd, 

Or baniſl'd quite from my degen'rate Breaſt, 
The Flame within my Boſom feebly burn'd, 
And, like a dying Taper, oſt return'd: 
Contending Paſſions often tore my Breaſt, 

But ſtill new Pleaſures lulPd my Thoughts to reſt : 
And ſoon adept in faſhionable Vice, 

I purchas'd Ruin at my Virtues Price, 

For now abandon'd by that heav'nly Gueſt, 
She fled to ſome more hoſpitable Breaſt, 

And left no Traces of her Reign behind, 
When Vice uſurp'd the Empire of my Mind. 
* " And 
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And now a Youth of deſperate Renown, - 
The youngeſt, but the boldeſt Rake in Town, 
A finiſh'd Fool I boldly play'd my Part, 

A perfect Maſter of my impious Art; 
Forgetting Phæbus, and the Charms of Light, 
I turn'd the uſeleſs Day to guilty Night; 

For' all the Night and ev'ry Night was mine, 
To revel thoughtleſs in hot Luſt and Wine. 

O dreadful Change! farewel thoſe happy Days 
When white-rob'd Innocence alone could pleaſe, 
Thoſe happy Moments when my Youth cou'd chuſe 
No greater Pleaſure then the ſportive Muſe, 
Or near the Windings of ſome. Silver Stream, 
Cull forth the Beauties of old Pindar's Theme, 
Or on the azure Skies and verdant Ground 
Contemplate Ged's ſtupendous Works around; 
For thoſe ſmooth Hours alas I wiſh'd in vain, 
For Luſt and Wine had ſtupified my Brain. 


Deſtructive Vice] what Conſtitution ſtands 
The murd'ring Venom of thy pois'nous Hands? 
My youthful Bloom began to fade apace, 

And ghaſtly Paleneſs {ſpread my guilty Face; 
But tho*' my Health began to fade at firft, 

My Pockets ſtill with impious Gold were curs'd. 
Curs'd did I ſay ? of what by Heav'n is ſent, 
To ſhield ungen'rous Man from meagre Want ; 


B 2 | The 


[ 12 ] 

| The firſt of Evils mid'ſt the Bad it ſtands, 
if And proves a Bleſſing lodg'd in righteous Hands: 
| For while Debauches daily waſte my Health, 
Abuſe my Reaſon and conſume my Wealth 
How many Wretches for one Morſel mourn, 
And helpleſs languiſh for an Ounce of Corn ? 
Had I to all their Wants my Wealth beſtowid 
With equal Hand, as I obtain'd from God, 
Then had it been to me a Bleſſing giv'n, 

And help'd me forward in the Road to Heav'n. 


>» O 


But let me here the candid Truth purſue, 
Not injure Modeſty, yet get my Due; 
Oft have I dealt with bounteous Hand my Store, 
And well redreſt the Mis'ries of the Poor ; 
But intervening Elouds of Vice combin'd, 
Eclips'd the Beams of Virtue in my Mind, 
And like the Goſpel-ſower, ſinful Weeds 
Choak'd up the Merits of my virtuous Deeds, 


But when we once o'erpaſs the Bounds of Right, 
With ev'ry Sin we find its Satellite, 
One evil Act's purſu'd by others ſtill, 

As round the Sun the rolling Planets wheel. 
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One fatal Night when at the Harlot's Gate, 
Inflam'd with burning Luſt and Wine I fat, - | 


One 


WED) TY 
One lovely, but laſcivious Fair paſſed by, 
And ſhot Contagion from her ſparkling Eye, 
With too much Certainty her Arrows flew, 


Too well their magic Force the Sorc'reſs knew z 
With ſilken Smiles ſhe ſtill purſu'd her Aim, 


And kindl'd in my Breaſt the guilty Flame; 
Advancing, conſcious of her potent Charms, 
She-claſp'd me fondly in her lilly Arms, 

And from her Lips, in ſugar'd Kiſſes, darts 

The luſcious Poiſon to my yielding Heart : 
Forgive me, Virtue ! if I ſtill delight 

To ſing the Raptures of that guilty Night, 

The melting poignant Joys I then poſſeſs'd, 
That lodg'd her Empire in my love-fick Breaſt z 
Permit my Muſe, without Conſtraint, to trace 
The matchleſs Beauties of her Angel's Face, 
To plead ſome Reaſon for my hapleſs Flame, 
Her Charms would teach an Anchorite the ſame; 7 
For ſurely none cou'd dread deſtructive Harms 
Within the tempting Zodiac of her Arms: 

A Saint himſelf that on her Boſom hung, 

And heard the Muſic of her Syren Tongue, 

For her wou'd ſoon forſake the righteous Road, 
And, to enjoy her Charms, forget his God, 


Much injur'd Fair; he ſurely ſtands accurs'd, 
Who rodb'd thee of thy Virgin Virtue firſt, 


And 
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And finding Woman's Reſolution frall. 
Firſt taught thy tender thoughtleſs Years to fail 
And cropp'd and caſt away, with evil Mind, 

The faireſt, ſweeteſt Bloſſom of her Kind; 
Who, but for him, had bleſs'd ſome bappy Arms, 
With Virtue equal-to her ſmiling Charms, 

She then had beam'd a more reſiſtleſs Light, 
Who, in fair Virtue's abſcence, ſhone ſo bright, 
Her ſparkling Beauties and her gen'rous Mind 


To bleſs the World, by laviſh Heav'n deſigned, 
But now become th* Bane and Ruin of Mankind. 


And now enſlav'd in ſilken Chains, adieu 
The pleaſing Liberty that once I knew ; 
My fole Enjoyment each returning Day, 
With her to paſs the impious Hours away, 
For ever on her downy Lap to reſt, 
And whiſper out my Soul upon her Breaſt, 
With fond Delight to gaze upon her Charms, 
And claſp ber hourly in my circling Arms 
With her my golden Days run ſmoothly , 
Inſipid ev ry other Joy I found; 1 * 
Too conſcious of her too deſpotic Sway, 
Her Province to command, and mine t obey, 
Ambitious I to pleaſe, as ſhe to charm, 
Preventing ev'ry Wiſh her Hopes cou'd form: 
Each rifing Morn with ſome new Preſent crown'd, 
My Bounty, like my Paſſion knew no Bound: 
"8 With 
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WitH coſtly Wines her ſumptuous Table {pread,// 
One rapid round of Luxury ſhe le 

No Bound or End my vaſt Profuſion knew. 
At ev'ry trifling Wiſh my Treaſures flew; ß 
The moſt ſuperb Attire that cou'd be wrought. 
Too mean to deck my lovely Queen I thought, 
And, Pagan-like, my blind Devotion pad 
FR bright Idol, which * had made. 


Uchappy Man who, deaf to Reaſon? $ Calls, 0 
A Victim thus to rebel Paſſions falls; 201 
In vain his better Senſe informs him where 
The Rocks upon the Coaſt of Sin appear, 
Like Veſſels riding ſtormy Tempeſts out, 
The Wind of Pleaſure drives his Bark about; 
And on he runs, nor heeds the Helm of Wit, 
But ſees the very Rock whereon he's fplit. ; , 
And now approach'd an Evil unforeſeen, 
My empty Coffers ſeek Supplies in vai, 
Loudly they ſeek Supplies from empty Walls, 
While louder ſtill my craving Goddeſs calls. 


She calls ! but can it be for ought but Love? 
Can any meaner Spring her Paſſions move? 
Alas, why frowns my gentle Love? or where 


The wonted Smiles that whilome did appear '& 


What 
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What means this cruel Coldneſs in her Eyes? 
The Golden Incenſe ceaſes now to riſe ! 

But tho? my.Treaſure's gone, my Love's the ſame, 
Why burns not Flavia with an equal Flame? 
Fool that thou art! go aſk the teeming Earth, 
Why various Climes to various Plants give Birth: 
Why blooms the Primroſe in the dawn of Spring ? 
Or what inſpires the tuneful Birds to fing? 
Why wheel the penſile Planets round the Sun? 


Or wherefore beams by Night the ſilver Moon? 


You'll find unerring Nature's certain Laws, 
This, and alike the Harlot's Falſchood cauſe, 
The wretched Harlot, loſt to gen'rous Shame, 
Forgetting Pride, can glory in that Name, 
Contagious Plagues attend th' incarnate Dev', 
And all the Wiſe will ſhun that common Ev'l; 
Ungovern'd and inſatiate whilſt ſhe can, 
Uatil forſook by all the Race of Man, - 
Then old in Vice, preventing Nature's Courſe, 
She feels avenging Death's untimely Force; 
Black Conſcience rings her diſmal Paſling-bell, 
Sinking half rotten to her purchas'd Hell. 

/ 


And now too late repenting Grief takes Place, 


And conſcious Guilt full ſtares me in the Face; 
My Health, my Character, and Fortune gone, 
At length the Folly of my Crime I own; 


But 


2 22 


332 r 


ty — — 


1 17 ] 


But tho? the Folly of my Vice I ſee, 

The Vice I quit, not *till-the Vice quits me; 
Reluctant then I leave my Native Shore, 
With all the Remnants of my ſcatter'd Store, 
And launch advent'rous in the Main to find, 
In happy Albion's Plains a Fate more kind. 


Now while we cleave the Surges of the Deep, 
My Manhood melts, and thus compell'd I wep'y 
J leave, and to return perhaps no more, 

The Lands that gave me Happineſs before, 
From thoſe lov'd Plains unhappily remov'd, 
Where once in Plenty and in Peace I rov'd; 
Adieu for me that once experienc'd Eaſe, 
Adieu the Pleaſures of them Halcyon Days, 
Adieu whatever Bliſs I knew before, 

The ſmoth Meanders of the Silver“ Nore ; 
The Hills, the Dales, the Meadows and the Glades, 
The fruitful Vallies, and the cooling Shades; 
Adieu my parting Friends, and alſo you, 
Deſtructive Fair, who ruin'd me, adieu. 


While thus retir'd I meditate my Woe, 
The Winds begin with ſtormy Rage to blows 
The gath'ring Clouds a dreary Proſpect form, 
And every Thing portends the coming Storm : 
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The adverſe Winds from ev'ry Point ruſh . 
And hurl the Surges furiouſly about: 
Up to the Clouds the angry Billows heave, 
Or opening horribly preſent our Grave; 

A trembling Horror fits on ev'ry Face, 


And ſtill more diſmal ! Night comes on apace; 
It comes ! but Darkneſs had been then our Friend, 
Such lambent Fires th* exploding Thunders ſend ; 
Flames, Winds and Waters vex the tortur'd Air, 


And Nature. groans with th' elemental War: 
The raging Storm eludes our ableſt Skill, 
And drives us onward to old Ocean's Will: 


At length fatigu'd, to that great Power we go, 


Who gives the Seas to riſe and Winds to blow; 
Nor ſeek we his Almighty Arm in vain, 

No ſooner do we pray than we obtain: 

And firſt he cheers us with the welcome Day, 
And lays the Tempeſt with ſuperior Sway ; 
The foaming Fury of the Billows chide, 

*Till in ſmooth Waters once again we ride, 


And hold with happy Sails the Britiſp Shore, 


And anchor where the Mer/ey's Waters roar. 


Conducted thus by Heav'n's 8 Hand, 


With Body ſafe but ſhip-wreck'd Mind I ſtand: 


A thouſand Projects unreſolv'd I make, 
And ſtand irreſolute which Path to take, 
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No Golden Prop had I to bear my Load, 
No Friend to point me out th' uncertain Road. 


Precarious Friendſhip ſhuns our evil Days; 
For Wealth's the ind that Weather-cock obeys 
A uſeleſs Fire that warms our Summer Morn, 
But in our Winter will refuſe to burn. 


And now to make my evil Hap compleat, 
A Brother in Debauch and Sin'I meet, 
And ſoon reſolv'd to quit Britannia's Shore, | 
And tempt with him my doubtful Fate once more, 
In Lands beyond thoſe happy Regions, where 
Arabian Gums perfume the wanton Air, 
Where Opbir flouriſh'd once of Golden Fame, 
Or where the Ganges rolls her rapid Stream; 
Remoteſt India Height, of old unknown, 
To us by Commerce now familiar grown; . 
Thither I aim'd thro? liquid Paths to run, 
T' explore new Scenes on t'other Side the Sun. 


But while my Scheme unexecuted lies, | 
The ſlender Remnants of my Treaſure flies, 
And foon exhauſted of my All I ſtand. 
Naked and helpleſs in a ſtranger Land. 


Now Poverty ſtalk*d horrible around, 
And no kind Shadow of Relief I found; 
| C2 Scarely 
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Scarcely ſupplied with neceſſary Food, 62 7 
Black meagre Want my diſmal Portion ſtood; - 
In ſecret Grief the live- long Night I mourn, 
What cou'd I do? to what kind Boſom turn? 
Poſſeſs d of Qualities that few can boaſt, | 
Yet all my Qualities to me are loſt; 
Unus'd to ſuch Extremities of Woe, 
No Method to Redreſs my Ills I know. 


O may no Youth like me hereafter prove, 
The dreadful Miſerics of ſinful Love 
Or turn his Footſteps from Religion's Door, 
To feel the Pains that ſinful Joys procure. 


And now -"ſigettiag that Almighty Arm, 
That late had ſhielded me amidſt the Storm, 
One lawleſs Act I perpetrate to ſa ve 
My ſinking Credit from the Priſon's Grave. 


Tis done ! what ſecret Horrors can they be 
Urging my Soul thus from herſelf to flee? 
What inward Accuſations do I find, 

With new Convulſions torturing my Mind? 

What kind, kind Leibe can Repentance have 

To give one Action to Oblivion's Grave? 
Alas no Waters can my Guilt eraſe, 

Till Vengeance, Heav'n's Prerogative, takes Place; 


Juſtice 
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Juſtice purſues, the Guilty cannot fly; * 
Secur'd in Ignominiqus Chains I lie. £5 


Now in the diſmal Dungeon proſtrate laid, 
Behold the Wreck Extravagance has made 
Behold a Youth thus trampl'd down with Sin. 

E'er Manhood's Down had dignified his Chin! 
Once honour'd, once reſpected, prais'd and loy'd, 
Far, far from Honours now and Friends remov'd | | 
Diſtreſs'd, deſpis'd, unpity'd, and forlorn, - 

In A Gates become the nge e Scorn} 


Fix'd on the Earth, overwhelm with (pechleſe 
Woe, 


My Eyes dry Channels ceaſe at firſt to flow;. 
But Sighs forth breaking ſoon diflolve my Fame; 
And ſend like April Show'rs the briny Stream; 
The gazing Crowds behold. my abject State, 
Yet add Reproaches and inſult my Fate : 
But ſome few Breaſts commiſerate my Smart, 
And drop kind Balſam on my wounded Heart, 
Beam on my dying Soul a vital Ray, 

And kindly bid me hope a better Day. 


Now Hons, Grief, Deſpair, and nn 
Smart, 


Alternate torture and convolve my 3 ; 
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4 ee Grief th» 
* Rn aud dubious ſtill to him I tuod, 
= - Whoſe tender Mercy's inexhauſted — 1918 1 
3 Illumes my Soul with intellectual Rays 
ning; Grave will give Deſpair de Ron 
8 But reconciled t6 Heav'n I wait my Doom: 
Þ+ Nor long in doubtful Expectation "bo fo "Y 9 
Dy Juſtice baniſtid from e it 
Torweſtern World's'exil'd, until che Sun nl 
Has round the Globe five annual: Ggurſcs W, | 
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